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ALICE:  AN  ADULTERY 


I'UDLISHERS  NOTE 

iKdNi  ihf  Author-  Di.i'v  it  is  apparent  that  the  events  and 
tiioiit;ht>  of  each  day  correspond  exactly  with  the  sonnets, 
>o  tliat  he  unci  no  "art"  whatever.  The  book  is  a  statement 
'jf  plain  truth. 

l"o  any  hliot  who  may  wibh  to  arcane  that  the  Propagation 
o''  K  lij^'ii  IS  Irutli  IS  not  to  be  served  by  a  reaUstic  study  of 
an  illieit  amour,  people  who  have  leisure  to  do  so  will  reply 
by  inquiring  why  it  is  that  .similar  studies  occupy  so  large  a 
portion  of  Holy  Writ,  the  works  of  Shakespeare,  Shelley, 
Robert  Browning,  and  other  authors,  all  of  whom  are 
u  knowledged  to  1  e  contributed  not  a  little  to  the  aim  of 
.>ur  Societv. 


The  present  edition  is  slightly  abridged  from  the  privately 
issued  tirst  edition  on  China  paper,  of  which  a  few  copies  (at 
One  Guinea  net)  remain. 
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INTRODUCTION 


'i'okokaina,  April,  1901. 

It  has  often  been  pointed  out  how  strange  are  the 
prophecies  made  from  time  to  time  by  writers  of 
what  purports  to  he  merely  fiction. 

C)f  all  the  remarkable  tales  with  which  Mr.  R. 
Kipling  has  delighted  the  world,  none  is  more 
striking  than  that  of  Mcintosh  Jellaludin  and  his 
mysterious  manuscript.  And  now,  only  a  few 
years  after  reading  that  incredible  tale,  I  myself, 
at  Yokohama,  come  across  a  series  of  circum- 
stances wonderfully  analogous.  But  I  will  truth- 
fully set  down  this  history  just  as  it  all  happened. 

I  went  one  memorable  Wednesday  night  to 
Xo.  29.*     For  my  advent  in  this  most  reputable 

Disinclination  to  marry  is  congenital  in  the  elect ;  the 
Pauline  .iltcrnative  is  discountenanced  bv  niv  doctor. 


quarter  o\  the  city,  which  is,  after  all,  \'ama,  and 
equally  hand)-  for  the  consul,  the  chaplain,  and 
the  doctor,  readers  of  Rossetti  will  expect  no  ex- 
^u->e;  for  their  sakes  I  may  frankly  admit  that  I  was 
actuated  by  other  motives  than  interest  and 
solicitude  for  niy  companion,  a  youth  still  blindly 
groping  for  Romance  beneath  the  skirts  of  tawdry 
and  painted  \'ice.  Perhaps  I  may  have  hoped  to 
save  hnn  from  what  men  call  the  graver  and 
angels  the  lesser  consequences  of  his  folly.  This 
for  the  others. 

As  to  the  character  of  the  mansion  at  which  we 
arr!\ed,  after  a  jc  rney  no  less  dubious  than 
winding,  I  will  say  that,  despite  its  outward  seem- 
ing, it  was,  in  reality,  a  most  respectable  place; 
the  main  occupation  of  its  inhabitants  seemed  to 
be  the  sale  of  as  much  "champagne"  as  possible; 
in  which  inspiring  preface  my  friend  was  soon 
deeply  immersed.     .     . 

Golden-haired,  a  profound  linguist,  swearing  in 
five  Western  and  three  Oriental  languages,  and 
comparable  rather  to  the  accomplished  courtesans 


of  old-time  Athens  than  to  the  Imperial  Peripatetics 
of  the  Daily  Telegraph  and  Mr.  Raven- Hill,  her 
looks  of  fire  turned  my  friend's  silky  and  insipid 
moustache  into  a  veritable  Burning  Bush.  But 
puppy  endearments  are  of  little  interest  to  one  who 
has  just  done  his  duty  by  No.  9  in  distant  Yoshi- 
wara;  so  I  turned  to  the  conversation  of  our  dirty 
old  Irish  hostess,  who,  being  drunk,  grew  more  so, 
and  exceedingly  entertaining. 

Of  the  central  forces  which  sway  mankind,  her 
knowledge  was  more  comprehensive  than  conven- 
tional. For  thirty  years  she  had  earned  her  bread 
in  the  capacity  of  a  Japanese  Mrs.  Warren;  but 
having  played  with  fire  in  many  lands,  the 
knowledge  she  had  of  her  own  subject,  based  on 
indefatigable  personal  research,  was  as  accurate 
in  detail  as  it  was  cosmopolitan  in  character. 
Yet  she  had  not  lost  her  ideals;  she  was  a  devout 
Catholic,  and  her  opinion  of  the  human  under- 
standings, despite  her  virginal  innocence  of  Greek, 
was  identical  with  that  of  Mr.  Locke. 

On  occasions  I  am  as  sensitive  to  inexplicable 
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interruption  as  Mr.  Shandy,  and  from  behind  the 
liidcous  \elIow  partition  came  sounds  as  of  the 
constant  babbling  of  a  human  \oice.  Repeated 
^l.inces  in  thib  direction  drew  from  my  enter- 
tainer the  information  that  it  was  "only  her 
hubband,"'  indlc:»ting  the  yellow-haired  girl  with 
the  stem  of  her  short  clay  pipe.  She  added  that 
lie  V  as  dyini;. 

Curiosity,  Compassion's  Siamese  twin,  prompted 
a  desire  to  see  the  sutTerer. 

The  old  lady  rose,  not  without  difficulty,  lifted 
the  curtain,  and  '-^t  it  fall  behind  me  as  I  entered 
the  K'oom  which  lay  beyond.  On  a  bed,  in  that 
half-fathomed  twilight,  big  with  the  scent  of 
joss-sticks  smouldering  in  a  saucer  before  a  little 
bronze  Buddha-rupa,  lay  a  man,  still  young,  the 
traces  of  rare  beauty  in  his  face,  though  worn  with 
suffering  and  horrid  with  a  week's  growth  of 
beard. 

He  was  murmuring  over  to  himself  some  words 
which  I  could  not  catch,  but  my  entrance,  though 
he  did  not  notice  me,  seemed  to  rouse  him  a  little. 


IV 


I  distinctly  heard — 

' '  These  are  the  spells  by  which  to  re-assume 
An  empire  o'er  the  disentangled  doom." 

He  paused,  sighing,  then  continued — 

"  To  suffer  pangs  which  hope  things  inhnite; 
To  endure  wrongs  darker  than  death  or  night ; 

To  defy  power  which  seems  onmipotent; 
To  love,  to  bear  ;  to  love  till  hope  creates 
From  its  own  wreck  the  thing  it  contemplates; 

Neither  to  change,  nor  falter,  nor  repent : 
This,  like  thy  glory.  Titan,  is  to  be 
Good,  great,  and  joyous,  beautiful,  and  free: 
This  is  aione  Life,  Joy,  Empire,  and  Victory." 

The  last  phrase  pealed  trumpet-wise:  he  sank 
back  into  thought.  "  Yes,"  he  said  slowly,  "  neither 
to  change,  nor  falter,  nor  repent."  I  moved  for- 
ward, and  he  saw  me. 

"Who  are  you?"  he  asked. 

"  I  am  travelling  in  the  East,"  I  said.  "  I  love 
men  also;  I  have  come  to  see  you.   Who  are  you?  ' 

He  laughed  pleasantly.  "  I  am  the  child  of 
many  prayers." 

There  was  a  pause. 

I  stood  still,  thinking. 

Here  was  surely  the  very  strangest  outcast  of 


So<  icty.  What  unroutli  bypaths  of  human  ex- 
prricnce,  across  what  niapless  tracks  beyond  the 
s()(,  ill  pale,  nuist  have  led  hither — hither  to  death 
\\\  this  An^lo- Saxon-blasted  corner  of  Japan,  here, 
at  the  \ery  outpo:5t  of  the  East.  He  spoke  my 
thou_i;ht. 

"Here  I  lie,'  he  said,  '"east  of  all  thinj.,^s.  All 
my  life  1  ha\e  been  travelling  eastward,  and  now 
there  is  no  furtlier  east  to  go." 

"  There  is  America,"  I  said.  But  I  had  to  say 
something. 

"Where  the  disappe  ranee  of  man  has  followed 
that  of  manners:  the  exit  of  (iod  has  not  wished  to 
lag  behind  that  of  grammar.  I  have  no  use  for 
American  men,  and  only  one  use  for  American 
women." 

"  Of  a  truth,"  I  said,  "  the  continent  is  accursed — 
a  very  limbo." 

"  It  is  the  counterfoil  of  e\ulution,"  said  the  man 
wearily.     There  was  silence. 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you  ? "  I  asked.  "  Are  you 
indeed  ill.'" 


VI 


"  Four  days  more,"  he  answered,  thrilling  with 
excitement,  "and  all  my  dreams  will  come  true — 

until  I  wake.    But  >ou  can  serve  me,  if  indeed 

Did  you  hear  me  spouting  poetr>'?' 

I  nodded,  and  lit  my  pipe.  He  watched  me 
narrowly  while  the  match  illuminated  my  face. 

"What  poetry?" 

I  told  him  Shelley. 

"Do  you  read  Ibsen?"  he  queried,  keening 
visibly.  After  a  moment's  pause:  "He  is  the 
Sophocles  of  manners,"  I  said,  rewarded  royally 
for  months  of  weary  waiting.  My  strange  com- 
panion sat  up  transfigured.  "The  Hour,"  he 
murmured,  "and  the  Man  I  .  .  .  What  of 
Tennyson?" 

"Which  Tennyson?"  I  asked. 

The  answer  seemed  to  please  him. 

"In  Memoriam?"  he  replied. 

"  He  is  a  neurasthenic  counter-jumper." 

"And  of  the  Idylls?" 

"  Sir  Thomas  did  no  wrong ;  can  impotence 
excuse  his  posthumous  emasculation?" 
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lie  sank  back  contented.  "  I  ha\e  i)ra\ed  to  niy 
'  iod  for  many  days,'  he  said,  "and  by  one  of  the 
ca^l  kA  n^y  life's  miracles  you  are  liere ;  v.orthy 
.o  receive  my  trust.  For  when  I  knew  that  I  was 
:o  die,  1  destroyed  all  Oie  papers  which  held  the 
stor\  of  my  life — all  sa\e  one.  That  I  sa\ed  ;  the 
only  noble  passa;»;e,  perhaps-  amoni;  the  many 
notable.  Men  will  say  that  it  is  sta-ned ;  you,  1 
thmk,  bhould  be  wiser.  It  is  tl.e  story  of  hc'W  the 
Israelites  crossed  the  Red  Sea.  They  were  not 
drowned,  you  know  (he  scmied  to  l;ip>c  iiuo  a  day- 
dream;, and  they  camt  out  on  tne  Land  of 
Promise  side.      But  ihey  had  to  descend  therciii." 

''They  all  died  in  the  wilderness,"  I  -aid,  f<",'iii:^' 
as  if  I  understood  this  mystical  talk,  whitJi, 
indeed,  I  did  not.    But  I  felt  inspired. 

"Ay  me,  they  died — as  I  am  d\ m^:  now.' 

He  turned  to  the  wall  and  sought  a  bun^lle  of 
old  writing  on  a  shelf.  ''Take  this,'  lie  said. 
'•  Edit  it  as  if  it  were  your  own :  let  the  world 
know  how  wonderful  it  was. '"  I  took  the  manu- 
^cript  from  the  frail,  white  hand. 
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He  seemed  to  fcrget  ire  altogether. 

"  Xamo  tassa  bhagavato  arahato  sammasam- 
buddhasa,"  he  murmured,  turning  to  his  little 
black  Buddha-rupa. 

There  was  a  calm  like  unto — might  I  say,  an 
afterwards? 

"  There  is  an  end  of  joy  and  sorrow, 

Peace  all  day  long,  all  night,  all  morrow," 

he  began  drowsily. 

A  shrill  \oice  rose  in  a  great  curse.  The  hoarse 
anger  of  drunken  harlotry  snarled  back.  "  Not  a 
drop  more,"  shouted  my  friend,  adding  many 
things.     It  was  time  for  my  return. 

"  I  will  let  them  know,"  I  whispered.  *'  Good- 
bye." 

"  '  There  is  not  one  thing  with  another; 
But  Evil  saith  to  Good:  "  My  brother — 

he  went  on  unheeding. 

I  left  him  to  his  peace. 

My  re-appearance  restored  harmony.  The 
fuhous  and  fulgurous  lady  grew  comparatively 
tranquil  ;  the  pair  withdrew.     The  old  woman  lay 
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-i)i\i\v!ccl    aloni;    the    di\an    sunk    in    a    drunken 

;ni  ])Or. 

1  unrolled  the  manuscript  and  read. 

Ikiual  truth-tellini;  humour,  at  times  perhaps 
too  Kabelaii'an  :  1\  rics,  some  of  enchantinj^  beauty, 
others  painfully  iiii;'ati\e;  sonnets  of  exreedm^ly 
ur.('(|ual  power,  a  perfectly  heartie^s  mtroduction  * 
>on^e  fnols  would  call  it  })athelic  ,  and,  as  a 
!-\nihesis  of  the  whole,  an  impression  of  profound 
>adness  and.  perhaps,  still  deci)er  joy,  were  my 
reward.  Together  with  a  feeling  that  the  writer 
must  have  been  a  ]  'Mlosopher  of  the  widest  and 
deej)est  learning  aLcl  penetration,  and  a  regret  that 
he  showed  no  more  of  it  in  his  poetry.  First  and 
last,  I  stood  amazed,  stuj)efied  :   >=o  stand  I  still. 

Dramatic  propriety  forbade  me  seeing  him 
again  :  lie  was  alone  when  he  started. 

Let  us  not  too  bitterly  lament !  He  would  hate 
him  who  would  "upon  the  rack  of  this  tough 
world  stretch  him  out  lon;jer.'' 


I'his  ha>  boon  lost. 


To  the  best  of  my  poor  ability  I  have  executed 
his  wishes,  omitting,  however,  his  name  and  all 
references  sufficiently  precise  to  give  pain  to  any 
person  still  living.  His  handwriting  was  abomin- 
ably difficult,  some  words  quite  indecipherable.  I 
have  spent  long  and  laborious  hours  in  conjecture, 
and  have,  I  hope,  restored  his  meaning  in  almost 
every  case.  But  in  the  Sonnets  of  the  12th,  i8ih, 
23rd,  24th,  29th,  35th,  41st,  43rd,  and  48th  days, 
also  in  ''  At  Last,"  ''  Love  and  Fear,"  and  ''  Lethe," 
one  or  more  whole  lines  have  been  almost  im- 
possible to  read.  The  literary  student  will  be  able 
readily  to  detect  my  patchwork  emendations 
These  I  have  dared  to  make  because  his  whole 
pattern  (may  I  use  the  word.'';  is  so  elaborate  and 
perfect  that  1  fear  to  annoy  the  reader  by  lea\  ing 
any  blanks,  feeling  that  my  own  poverty  of  diction 
will  be  less  noticeable  than  any  actual  hiatus  in 
the  sense  or  rhythm  I  attempt  neither  eulogy  nor 
criticism  here.  Indeed,  it  seems  to  me  entirely 
uncalled  for.  His  words  were:  Let  the  world 
know    how    wonderful    it    was,"    that    is,   his    lo\e 
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.iiul  hers ;  not  "*  how  wonderful  it  is,"  that   is,  his 
poem. 

The  poeni  is  simple,  understandable,  direct,  not 
\erbose.  More  I  demand  not,  secinj^^  it  is  written 
^ilmost  I'.t'^rally  so)  in  blood  ;  for  I  am  sure  that 
he  was  dyin<,^  of  that  love  for  Alice,  whose 
iriarxellou^  beauty  it  was  his  mission  (who 
may  doulit  it?  to  reveal.  For  the  burning 
torch  of  truth  may  smoke,  but  it  is  our  one 
sure  light  in  passion  and  distress.  The  jc^vellcd 
siUiii  c  of  the  stars  is,  indeed,  the  light  of  a 
serener  art  ;  but  lo^•e  is  human,  and  I  give 
nothing  for  the  tawdry  gems  of  style  when  the 
breast  they  would  adorn  is  that  of  a  breathing, 
living  beauty  of  man's  love,  the  heart  of  all  the 
world.  Nor  iet  us  taint  one  sympathy  with  even  a 
shadow  of  regret.     Let  us  leave  him  where 

"  Sif;ht  nor  sound  slia!!  war  .Tgainst  him  more, 
Vox  whom  all  winds  are  quiet  as  the  sun, 
All  waters  as  the  shore." 
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WHAT  LAY  BEFORE 


MESSALINE 


Ueneath  the  living  cross  I  lie 
And  swoon  towards  eternity: 
Prodigious  sinewy  shapes,  and  lean, 
And  curving  limbs  of  Messaline, 

The  deep  arched  eyes,  the  floating  mane,- 
One  pierces,  one  wraps-in  my  brain: 
A  crown  of  thorn,  a  spear  of  clean 
Cold  fire  of  dying  Messaline. 

Swart  tangles  of  devouring  hair, 
The  scorpion  labyrinth  and  snare, 
Leprous  entanglements  of  sense, 
'Vhe  Imminence  of  the  Immense. 
And  in  the  deep  hard  breath  I  draw 
Kissed  from  her  strangling  mouth  and  maw 
I  feel  the  floating  deaths  that  dwell 


Aboui  iluil  citadel  otiK-ll  ; 

A  soft  lewd  iLi\()iir,  an  obscene 

Mysterious  self  of  Messaline. 

Or.  \n  the  kisses  that  ,->\voo|)  low- 
To  rate  h  my  breath  and  kill  nie  so. 
I  feel  the  u;ho>tliness  of  this 
Unreal  sluittle-,i;anie— the  kisb  I 
Her  n"io\inu;  bod\-  sobs  abo\e. 
And  calls  its  lechery  true  love. 
Out  from  the  tlarn.'  of  heart  she  plucks 
One  flower  of  he.  .   li^l^t.  and  sucks 
Its  essence  up  within  her  lips, 
Antl  thn;4s  it  into  mine,  and  dijis 
And  bends  her  bod\ .  writhe.^  and  swims 
To  link  the  \el\et  of  our  limbs, 
Mydrouthy  j)assion  worn  and  keen. 
And  lusty  life  of  Messaline. 

The  hearts  blood  in  her  boiling  over 
She  sucked  from  many  a  dying  lover: 
The  purple  of  her  racing  veins 
Leapt  from  some  soul's  despairing  pains. 
She  drinks  up  life  as  from  a  cup  ; 


She  drains  our  health  and  builds  it  up 

Into  her  body;  takes  our  breath, 

And  we — we  dream  not  it  is  death  I 

Arm  unto  arm  and  eye  to  eye, 

Breast  to  great  breast  and  thigh  to  thigh. 

We  look,  and  strain,  and  laugh,  and  die. 

I  see  the  head  hovering  above 

To  swoop  for  cruelty  or  love ; 

I  feel  the  swollen  veins  below 

The  knotted  throat ;  the  ebb  and  tlow 

Of  blood,  not  milk,  in  breasts  of  tire; 

Of  deaths,  not  fluctuants,  of  desire; 

Of  molten  lava  that  abides 

Deep  in  the  vast  volcanic  sides ; 

Deep  scars  where  kisses  once  bit  in 

Below  young  mountains  that  be  twin, 

Stigmata  cruciform  of  sin. 

The  diar)'  of  Messaline. 

The  moving  mountains  crater-crowned  ; 
The  valleys  deep  and  silver-bound : 
The  girdle  treacherously  wound  ; 
One  violet-crested  mounded  mole, 


Some  blood-slain  filtered  from  the  :30ul ; 
'f  l.e  light  and  shadow  shed  between 
My  soul  and  God  from  Messaline. 

And  even  as  .t  dark  and  hidden 
Furnace  roars  out  in  woods  forbidden, 
A  sullen  tide  of  molten  steel 
Rims  from  deep  furrows  in  the  wheel ; 
So  from  afar  one  central  heat 
Sends  the  loud  pulse  to  fe\er  beat ; 
So  from  one  crown  and  heart  of  fire 
Spring  the  vast  \    antoms  of  desire, 
Impossible  and  epicene, 
Familiar  souls  of  Messaline. 

And  as,  when  thunder  broods  afar 
Imperial  destinies  of  war 
Men  sec  the  haze  and  heat,  and  feel 
The  sun's  ra)s  like  a  shaft  of  steel. 
Seeing  no  sun  ;  even  so  the  night 
Clouds  that  deep  miracle  from  sight ; 
Until  this  destiny  be  done 
Hangs  the  corona  on  the  sun  ; 
And  I  absorbed  in  those  unclean 
Cihost-haunted  veins  of  Messaline. 


CALIFORNIA 


Forged  by  God's  fingers  in  His  furnace,  Fate, 
My  destiny  drew  near  the  glowing  shore 
VV^here  California  hides  her  golden  ore, 
Her  rubies  and  her  beryls;  —     —    — * 

Manifold  fruits  and  flowers  alike  create 
Glories  most  unimaginable,  more 
Than  Heaven's  own  meadows  match ;  yet  this  is  sore. 
A  stain ;  not  one  of  these  is  delicate. 

Save  only  the  clear  green  within  the  sea — 
Because  that  rolls  all  landless  from  Japan. 
I  did  not  know  until  I  missed  it  here 

How  beautiful  that  beauty  is  to  me, 
That  life  that  bears  Death's  sigil  traced  too  clear, 
Blue  lines  within  the  beauty  that  is  man. 

*  Line  4  cannot  with  any  certainty  be  deciphered. 


MARGARET 


The  moon  spans  Hea\en"s  architrave: 

Stars  iti  th'  Icep  are  set  ; 
Written  in  ^(^'^i  ^^  ^he  day's  k^'^^c. 

"To  love,  and  to  fori,^et  :' 
And  sea-wind.-,  whisper  o  er  the  wave 

The  name  of  Marj^aret. 

A  heart  of  j^old,  a  flower  of  white, 

A  blushin^^  flame  of  snow, 
She  mo\es  like  latticed  moons  of  li^lit- 

And  O  I  her  voice  is  low 
Shell-murmurs  borne  to  Amphitrite, 

Exulting  as  they  go. 


Her  stature  waves,  as  if  a  flower 

Forgot  ^he  evening  breeze, 
But  heard  the  charioted  hour 

Sweep  from  the  farther  seas, 
And  kept  sweet  time  within  her  bower, 

And  hushed  mild  melodies. 


So  grave  and  delicate  and  tall — 
Shall  laughter  never  sweep 

Like  a  moss-guarded  waterfall 
Across  her  ivory  sleep? 

A  lender  laugh  most  musical? 
A  sigh  serenely  deep? 


She  laughs  in  wordless  swift  desire 

A  soft  Thalassian  tune ; 
Her  eyelids  glimmer  with  the  fire 

That  animates  the  moon ; 
Her  chaste  lips  flame,  as  flames  aspire 

Of  poppies  in  mid-June. 


She  lifts  ihe  cyclul^  ametliyst. 
And  looks  fiom  ll.1l!'-^hlU  c\'es, 

(ilcaniiii,^  with  miiaclcs  of  iii;>t. 
(iray  shado\\  ,  on  blue  skirs  : 

And  on  her  whole  fa^e  ■  unI■;se-k;->^e(i 
Child  uontleimein  niosl  wise. 


The  wliitest  arm-  in  all  ihe  eartli 
^)hl^h  from  t!      h'.ac  hcd. 

Like  a  \()un>,'  ^ta^  e\en  ai  it'-  birth 
Shines  out  the  i;oIderi  he. id. 

Sad  \  iolcls  are  the  p.iaiden  ;^;iih. 
Pale  flames  nr^ht  '.anoj^ied. 


O  gentlest  lady!    Lift  tho-^e  eyes. 

And  curl  th.ose  hps  to  kiss! 
Melt  my  >oun^  boyhood  in  tliy  ^igh- 

A  subtler  Salmacis  ' 
Hide,  in  that  |)ea«:e,  these  ecstasies: 

In  that  fair  fountain,  this! 
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She  fades  as  starlight  on  the  stieain, 

As  dew'fall  in  the  dell ; 
All  life  and  love,  one  ravishing  gleam 

Stolen  from  sleep's  crucible  ; 
That  kiss,  that  vision  is  a  dream  :  — 

And  I — most  miserable  I 

Siill  Echo  wails  upon  the  steep, 
"  To  love — and  to  forget !  " 

Still  sombre  whispers  from  the  deep 
Sob  through  Night's  golden  net, 

And  waft  upon  the  wings  of  sleep 
The  name  of  Margaret. 


II 


ALICE:  AN  ADULTERY 


ALICE:  AN  ADULTERY 

"  Commit  not  with  man's  sworn  spouse 

King  Lear. 

Against  the  fiat  of  that  God  discrowned, 

Unseated  by  Mans  justice,  and  replaced 
By  Law  most  bountiful  and  maiden -faced 
And  mother-minded :  passing  the  low  bound 

Of  man's  poor  law  we  leapt  at  last  and  found 

Passion;  and  passing  the  dim  halls  disgraced 
Found  higher  love  and  larger  and  more  chaste, 
A  calm  sphinx  waiting  in  secluded  ground. 

Hear  the  sad  rhyme  of  how  love  turned  to  lust, 
And  lust  invigorated  love,  and  love 
Shone  brighter  for  the  stain  it  rose  above, 

Gathering  roses  from  the  quickening  dust ; 
And  faith  despoiled  and  desecrated  trust 
Wore  pearlier  plumes  of  a  diviner  dove. 
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THi:   I  IRST   DAY 


wild  cviT  loved  th.a  luvctl  Ml  it  ,u  first  si^ht  " 

As  vou  1  kf  It. 


Ihe  waving;  surf  shone  frnin  the  Pc. ireful  Sea. 

\  ouiii.,^  palms  embowered  ilie  hou'^ew  here  Beauty  sate 

Still  but  exultant,  silmt  but  elate 

In  it    own  haj)pine>s     nd  majesty 
Of  a  mikl  soul  imstirred  by  riwalry 

()f  any  life  beyond  its  own  •^wcet  -^tate. 

I  looked  around  me,  wondered  whether  Fate 

Had  foimd  at  l.i'-t  a  uonKiiVs  l()\e  for  me. 

I  had  no  ho})e  :   she  was  so  ;..^ra\e  and  calm. 

So  shmm^  with  the  deu-li^ht  of  her  soul, 

.So  beautifid  beyond  a  uomans  share. 
Vet — here!  Soft  airs,  and  perfume  throui^h  the  palm, 

.•\nd  moonli^'ht  in  the  j^roves  of  sj)ice,  control 

The  life  that  would  not  love  and  vet  be  fair. 
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THE  SECOND  DAY 


"  Keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affection 
Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  cioin-. 

Hamlet. 


I  was  SO  hopeless  that  I  turned  away 
And  gave  my  lo\e  to  foul  oblivion, 
Shuttered  my  bosom's  window  from  the  sun, 
Kindled  a  corpse-light  and  proclaimed  "The  day  1 '' : 

Lurked  in  Aeaean  fens  to  elude  the  ray 

Whose  beauty  might  disturb  me:   I  did  shun 
The  onyx  eyes  that  saw  me  not  as  one 
Possible  even  for  a  moment's  play. 

Thus  I  was  tangled  in  some  house  of  hell, 

Gi\  ing  mine  own  soul's  beauty  up  to  lust. 
Hoping  to  build  some  fort  impregnable 

Against  my  love :  instead  the  deep  disgust 

Of  my  own  beasthood  crushed  it  into  dust. 
And  left  my  manhood  twisted  in  her  spell. 
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THE    THIRD   DAY 


My  love  i>  most  iniinnculate  whitt'  aiui  i  ed. 
Love  ;-  LalK)ur  s  1  .i)>t. 


She  was  more  j^raceful  than  the  royal  jiahii ; 
Tail,  with  imperial  lookb,  aiul  excellence 
Most  -dimply  swathed  in  -spotless  ele^Mnce, 
And  holy  and  tinv  'ul  like  some  stately  psalm. 

Her  breath  was  like  a  ^rove  of  myrrh  and  bairn. 
And  all  the  sight  ^^rew  dim  before  the  sense 
Of  blind  attractKHi  toward;  an  influence 
Not  incompatible  with  her  own  calm. 

All  the  red  roses  of  the  world  were  blended 
To  give  the  li\ely  colour  of  her  face; 
All  the  white  lilies  of  the  sea  shone  splendid 

Where  the  blue  \eins  afiorded  them  a  space; 

Like  to  the  shapely  fr;<grance  of  dawn's  shiine 
She  gleamed  through  mist, enchanting,  Erycine, 
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THE  FOURTH  DAY 


"Amen,  if  you  love  her;  for  the  lady  is  very  well  worthy." 

Much  Ado  about  Nothinq. 


I  took  another  way  to  shield  my  love. 

I  turned  my  thoughts  to  the  abyss  of  sky, 

Pierced  the  frail  veil,  and  sought  Eternity  ; 

Where  the  Gods  reign  most  passionless  abov? 
A  1  foolish  loves  of  men,  and  weary  of 

The  slow  procession  of  Earth's  mystery ; 

Where  worlds,  not  men,  are  born  and  live  and  die. 

And  aeons  flit  unnoticed  as  a  dove. 

Thither  I  fled,  busied  myself  with  these; 

When — lo  I   I  saw  her  shadow  following  I 
In  every  cosmic  season-tide  of  spring 

She  rose,  being  the  spring:  in  utter  peace 
She  was  with  mc  and  in  me :  thus  I  saw 
Ours  was  not  love,  but  destiny,  and  law. 
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RElXCARXAl'lOX 


In  Life  what  liopc  is  always  unto  men; 

Stories  r)f  Arthur  that  >hall  (^)ine  attain 
Clcan->in-  tlie  Karih  of  her  eternal  stain, 
Khas,  CIku     ma^ne,  L'hn>5t.   Wh.it  matter  then; 

W  hat  inaitei"  who,  or  how.  or  e\en  wlien? 
It  \vc  but  look  hcNoiul  tlie  pimi.il  i)am, 
And  liLi^t  the  1  utiire  to  write  ail  thmys  plain, 
dravcn  on  bra-b  with  the  predcslined  pen 

'Vh:>  i>  the  tlooin.    I'poii  the  blind  l>lLie  >k\ 

A  little  eioiid,  no  larger  than  an  hand  ! 

W  helher  I  li\e  and  lo\c,  or  love  and  die, 
I  care  not :  either  way  I  understand. 

To  UK'  -  to  li\  c  IS  Christ :  to  die  !=>  ^ain  : 

I- or  I,  I  .il^o,  I  shall  come  a^^ain. 
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THE  FIFTH   DAY 


'Thine  pves,  sweet  ladv,  ha\r  infected  nmv 

Richard  111. 


All  thouj^hi  of  work  is  almost  cast  aside. 

I  followed  like  a  dog  the  way  she  went, 

SpeakiriLj  but  seldom,  \(Ty  well  content 

To  day-dream,  oft  imagining  a  bride, 
A  wife,  a  lover,  even  a  sister,  tied 

r>y  some  soft  bond  of  twinning:  thus  I  Ijlcni 

A  real  joy  with  a  brighter  element 

Of  fancy  free  to  wander  far  and  wide. 

For  as  I  followed  by  the  shore  and  bended 
Over  her  footsteps  in  the  wood,  my  will 
Rose  to  high  strength  assertive  and  transcended 

The  petty  forms  of  the  seducers  skill. 

Chaste  love  strode  forth,  a  warrior's  stem  and  splendid 
Determined  footsteps  on  the  Arcadian  Hill. 
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I'Hi:  SIXTH    DAY 

'■.\:<'  thoro  iiol  charnis 
!'\  which  ih''  pro|)orty  of  >  ouUi  aiul  m.ndliood 
M.iv  !>o  .i';)u--''(l  ' 

Othello. 

1  drew  a  hideous  talisman  of  lust 

In  many  colours  where  stroni;  sigils  shone; 
'Jrn(>k"d  my>tir  Vmj^'uagc  of  oblivion, 
Fitted  to  cr.uk   aul  scorch  the  terrene  crust 

And  brir;_;  the  sulphur  steamini^  from  the  thrust 
Of  Satan's  winepress,  was  ill  written  on 
The  accursed  margin,  and  the  orison 
Scrawled  backwartls,  as  a  bad  magician  must. 

\\\  the>c  \  lie  trii  ks,  abominable  spells, 

I  drew  foul  horrors  froni  a  many  hells — 
Though  I  iiad  fathomed  Fate;  though  I  had  seen 

I  ha.stity  charm-proof  arm  the  sea-gray  eyes 
And  sweet  clean  body  of  my  spirit's  queen, 
Wiiere  nothing  dwells  that  God  did  not  devise. 


THE  SEVENTH  DAY 

■'  This  word  'love,'  wliich  greylx^arcL  call  (li\ine 
Bo  residt-m  in  men  like  one  another 
And  not  in  me:   I  am  myself  alone." 

3  Henry  \T. 

Therefore  I  burnt  tlie  wicked  pantacle, 

And  cast  my  love  behind  me  once  again. 

I  mused  upon  the  mystery  of  pain, 

Wliere  the  Ciods  taught  me  by  another  spell 

Xot  chosen  from  the  armoury  of  Hell, 

But  given  of  Mercury  to  cleanse  the  stain 
Of  the  old  planet :  thus  I  wrote  me  plain 
Secrets  divine — tremendous,  terrible  I 

Thus  I  forgot  my  soul  and  dwelt  alone 

In  the  strong  fortress  of  the  active  mind 
Whose  steady  flame  burned  eager  in  the  night 

Yet  was  some  shadow  on  the  starry  throne, 

Some  imperfection  playing  hoodman-blind 
So  that  I  saw  not  perfectly  aright. 
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THE  ei(;hth  day 

"  a  ret  tain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  Vc-t.il  throned  by  the  West." 
M '.(Summer  Night  b  Dream. 

Here  w  the  extreme  west  of  all  the  earth 

This  \'estal  sate;  and  I  from  Cupid's  bow 

Loosed  a  fair  shaft  ')f  verses  shapen  so 

Ai  to  tlmg  love  through  the  chaste  girdle's  girth, 

And  shi)\v  my  love  how  meek  was  my  love's  birth, 
How  innocent  its  being:  thus  arow 
Stood  the  mild  lines,  immaculate,  to  show 
My  harmless  passion  and  her  own  great  worth. 

She  could  not  be  ofi'ended  :  and  moreover — 

When  at  the  nightfall  I  sought  Heaven's  light. 
All  my  work  grew  unspotted,  done  aright ! 

The  hi^h  Gods  came  above  my  head  to  hover, 
Because  I  worked  with  a  diviner  might, 
The  perfect  sage  being  the  perfect  lover. 
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THE  NINTH  DAY 

"  How  can,>t  thou  tell  she  will  deny  thy  suit, 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love?" 

1  Henry  VI. 

I  was  most  weary  of  my  work:  the  mind 

Shuddered  at  all  the  wonders  it  had  written, 
And  the  whole  body  by  the  spirit  smitten 
Groaned :  so  I  went  and  left  my  love  behind, 

Danced  the  gross  "hula",  hardly  disinclined, 
By  a  new  lust  emphatically  bitten ; 
And  so  in  flames  at  harlot  glances  litten 
I  sought  that  solace  I  shall  never  find. 

F'ool  I  not  to  tell  her.     Triple  fool  to  fly 

The  sunny  glance,  the  moonlight  meditation, 
For  even  the  light  of  heaven.     How  much  worse 

The  dark  antithesis,  the  coarser  curse 

Of  Eden  I     Pass,  O  shadows  of  creation. 
Into  the  daybreak  of  Eternity  I 
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i  111:  ri.N  rii  dan 


(  )  (;.M  '    I  c.wW 


1 1  ■'  1  111  ,1  irr  -t'rll .  and  C'  niPt 


1  lainlt'i. 

The  mere  result  of  , ill  ihi>  \\a>  n  (licim. 

Thecla\passedclamne(l.  xoul  (<rniy  !()\  e'sdear  li.^ht, 
Aiul  stole  acciirsL-cl  to  tlie  el"ltllL•s^  ni^hl, 
Forgotten  (as  1  tru^t    by  (ioci;   no  beam 

Of  mcinorx   li^luin-  it  dow       rinu-'s  dark  stream. 
I  dreamt :   my  ^lirine  u  as  broken  and  my  might 
Detlled,  and  all  my  (lods  aba>cd.  in  si^lu 
Of  all  blind  Hea\en  excnterate  antl  extreme. 

The  foulest  traitor  of  all  womankind 

I  ever  knew,  became  in\   tViciul'*:   unclean 
Sexual  abominations  tloa;cd  throu_L;h, 

More  foul  because  a  golden  cord  did  w  ind 
Unspotted  through  that  re\cl  epicene, 
The  pure  faith  of  one  wom  mi  that  was  true. 

*  '1  Ins  circuni-tanco  u  a^  lalor  Ir.lfilled  ;   1  having  judged 
her  ac^io^^  on  insutVicient  evuicnce. 
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THE  ELEVENTH  DAY 

"  What  win  I  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  sci-k?' 
Rape  of  Lucrece. 

There  is  much  sorcery  in  the  word  eleven. 
I  took  my  lovers  image  pale  and  clear, 
Fixed  in  my  mind;  I  saw  her  standing  near. 
Wooed  her,  conjured  her  by  the  powerof  hea\  en, 

Of  my  own  mind,  the  Genii  of  the  Seven, 

To  come  and  live  with  me  and  be  my  dear, 
To  love  me  in  the  spirit  without  fear; — 
Lea\ing  the  body's  love  to  follow  at  even. 

Seemeth  it  not  absurd.^  to  use  the  thought, 
The  utterly  divine  impersonal 
Mind  of  a  man,  the  pure,  the  spiritual, 

To  such  a  purpose  rather  less  than  nought, 
A  woman's  love — considering  that  all 
Wise  men  assure  us  that  it  may  be  bought  I 
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THi:    1  WELI  TH   DAY 

■  1  I,.  Mit  thi)ii  wrn  not  n>:-.rr't>d  to  luy  Mu'-o 
Ar.d  liu'tct.i'c  in,i\--l  uit!uii;t  .ittaint  o'erh^jk 

riic  (UmIu  .!i''<l  '.VDi'U  winch  wiitrrs  use 
Ot'  ll,r:r  l.ui   -iil'!.'cl>" 

1  tv  Sonne:-. 

I  learnt  at  last  some  sort  of  confidence, 

Called  nie  the  fool  I  was,  knowing'  my  skill 
Proven  of  old.  all  women's  native  will 
To  do  all  ih     ^>>  soever  that  lack  sense, 

I^^pei  ially  if  e\il;   thovii^hts  immense 

Like  this  1  thought :  ])lunies  of  mv  amorous  (|u,il 
I  tickled  her  withal:  then  i;tave  and  still 
Waited  secure:  the  -silence  i^rew  intense. 

She  read — and  -,aw  me  hut  a  heardles>^  boy, 
Too  yciir.L;  to  fear,  too  i^entle  not  to  pity, 
Not  overbold;  quite  powerless  to  destroy 

Her  life's  long  peace,  the  ten-year-wall^d  city. 
\\'h\  be  too  cruel,  check  such  baby  joy? 
She  said  "  I  think  the  poem  \ery  pretty ''. 


THE  POEM 


I  have  no  bean  U>  sing. 
What  otVerinK  may  I  brinv;, 

Alice,  to  tiiee? 
My  great  love"^  lifted  wing 
Weakens,  unweaiyui;^, 

And  droops  with  me, 
Seeing  the  sunkindlcd  liaii 
Close  in  the  lace  niore  tair. 
The  sweet  soul  shining  ihcie 

For  God  to  see. 
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.Si  rtl\'  -op.u'  ani;el  bhcd 
Flowers  for  :hc  maiden  head, 

r.;^l"ieineial  tlowers  ! 
1  yearn,  noi  Lnn-ifoned. 
M\  heart  ha>  \ainh-  bled 

ThroUL^h  a;;e-loni.;^  honr^. 
'1  w  thee  my  spii  it  turns; 
My  l)n;_;ht  ^oul  ache-  and  burn^, 
A>  a  dry  \  alley  yeain^ 

For  spring'  and  showers. 


Splendid,  remote,  a  fane 
Alone  .md  unprofane, 

!  know  thy  Ijrea^t. 
These  bitter  tear-  of  pain 
1"1(^(h1  me.  and  fall  a^jam 

Not  into  rest. 
Me.  whose  sole  purpose  is 
To  ^ain  one  painless  kiss. 
And  make  a  bird's  my  bliss, 

.Shrined  in  that  nest. 


0  fearful  firsliiiiL;  dove  I 

My  dawn  and  ^prin^  of  love, 
L(t\c's  liylu  and  lure! 

Look  ,as  I  bend  above) 

Tiirouj^h  Ijri^lu  lids  filled  thereof 
Perfect  and  pure, 

Thy  bloom  of  ni.iidenhood. 

1  could  not:   if  1  could, 

1  uould  not:   being  good, 
Al>o  endure  I 


Cruel,  to  tear  or  mar 
The  chaliced  nenui)har; 

Cruel  to  press 
The  rosebutl;  cruel  to  scar 
Or  stain  the  tlower-^tar 

\\  ith  mad  caress. 
Hut  crueller  to  destroy 
The  leaping  life  and  joy 
Horn  in  a  careless  boy 

I'rom  lone  distiess. 


Moic  cruel  then  art  ihou 
The  calm  and  chaste  of  brow, 

If  thou  dost  this. 
'"ori;et  the  feeble  \f)\v 
111  sworn:  all  laws  allow 

I'lty,  that  is 
Kin  unto  love,  and  mild. 
List  to  the  sad  and  wild 
Cryinj4  of  the  lonely  child 

Who  asks  a  kiss. 


One  ki>>,  like  snow,  to  slip. 
Cool  i;a_u;rance  froni  ihy  lip 

To  mel'  on  mine: 
One  kin-1,  .1  \\hite->^a:l  >!iip 
To  l.iu.;h  .md  leap  an^I  .lii) 

i  Icr  l)rou>  di\ me: 
One  kiss,  a  >tarbeam  hunt 
\\"i;h  lo\e  of  .1  >\\ee:  ^a.nt. 
Stolen  like  a  sacrament 

In  the  ni^dil's  sli:  ine  ! 
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One  kiss,  like  moonlight  cold 
Lighting  with  floral  gold 

The  lakes  low  tune ; 
One  kiss,  one  flower  to  fold, 
On  its  own  calyx  rolled 

At  night,  in  June ! 
One  kiss,  like  dewfall,  drawn 
A  veil  o'er  leaf  and  lawn — 
Mix  night,  and  noon,  and  dawn, 

Dew,  flower,  and  moon  I 


One  kiss,  intense,  supreme ! 
The  sense  of  Nature's  dream 

And  scent  of  Heaven 
Shewn  in  the  glint  and  gleam 
Of  the  pure  dawn's  first  beam. 

With  earth  for  leaven  ; 
Moulded  of  fire  and  gold, 
Water  and  wine  to  fold 
Me  in  its  life,  and  hold  I — 

In  all  but  seven  I 

D  33 


I  w  (uilcl  not  ki>s  thee,  I  ! 
l.c-i  iiiv  lip's  chaiaciery 

Kuin  i!iy  tlower. 
(  Ml  \  (■  ili^M  one  inaiiienly 
Ki--,  >ioo|)in._;  irom  tl.y  -.ky 

<  )\  pen  e  and  j)()\\er  '. 
ri'  ne  o)-;l\-  be  the  emljiace 
I   inn\  e  not  ti oni  iiU"  place. 
I  eel  the  cMiItaiit  face 

M  me  tor  an  hour  '. 
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THE  THIRTEENTH  DAY 

■'  If  il  \x.'  a  sin  to  make  a  true  election,  she  is  damned.' 

Cymbeline. 

n  ilie  dim  porchway  where  the  seas  deep  boom 
Under  our  \ery  teei  made  ceaseless  soii^^', 
\\'«*  sale,  remote,  the  lone  lanai  alon^, 
Stqii(>^tered  from  the\oung  nioon  in  the  gloom 

M  early  even  :   then  the  tender  bloom 

Shone  on  her  cheek  and  deepened  as  the  strong 
Arms  gathered  round  her,  more  than  shame  or  wrong. 
And  the  soft  tiucsii(>n  murmured  ''Love  you     "vhom?" 

I  iic  tleepening  rose;  the  heart's  pulse  quickening; 

The  feir;  the  increasing  ecstasy  of  this — 

A  Utile  cl«>ud  lifted  a  sombre  wing 
Shadowing  our  secret  breath  from  Artemis — 

lireas'>,  met  and  arms  enclosed,  and  all  the  spring 

(i;ew  into  Summer  with  the  first  long  kiss. 
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rm:  i  oirii:i.n  rii  day 

•^'  nil    {".■■w  \,r  th.it  -li.nif.v  -  ki-- : 
>i;i  1,  t..iv>'  1  )',il  ,1     h,i(l(ju  ■-  1  ■':!>■>  ; 

All  (lay  \\c  (  lu)->('  i_a(h  inn.ncnl  p():--il)]e 

\\'i;en  lo  tlir  othcv'-^  tare  cacli  fa'  c  ;ni;jht  '-ini^, 
\\:i<  li  ki,>>  huiTi  forth,  a  ('ouhlc  iicr\'  ^lin-: 
l-.\aiiit\^  us  1!     m-  tcrc^(  eii  lo  swell 

A  nii^^h'y  CAultalion  ;   ii  betcll. 

ll()\\c\ei\  thai  I  >a\\  tlie  ^hacio'AV  iliin.^ 
Luik  ])ehiiKl  ]()\(\  and  liap  a  ->  onitul  wm;.^. 
Scciti-  our  li'Mioui  -tood  a  citadel. 

I  >a\v  the  fooh^hiH'--  of  lo\c  llial  .saiih  : 
"  I  am  exalted  ()\ci'  >hanie  and  deatli, 
Hut  will  not  take  my  till  of  death  and  shame.  ' 

I-"or  each  kiss  lcaj)s,  a  more  m^istcnt  breath, 
And  adds  fresli  fuel  to  the  amorous  flame, 
Not  quells  it — Is  not  honour  but  a  name? 
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THE  FIFTEENTH  DAY 

'■  Were  kisses  all  the  joys  in  Ixni, 
One  woman  would  aiiotln'i  U( d." 
Sonnets  to  Sundry 
Xotes  oi  Music 

Another  day  rose  of  unceasing  fire: 

Kisses  niatlc  monstrous  for  their  sterile  storm 
Madtlenini4  with  sea-sounds,  as  of  kite  or  bhauni 
Fluting  and  clashing  in  extreme  desire; 

The  >!lly  "Thus  far  and  no  farther,  nigher 

Each  hour  to  break    j)oor  arbitrary  form  1) 
As  each  kiss  bade  our  bodies  wed  and  warm 
Ciive  love  one  chance  before  its  wave  retire. 

Not  so:   this  trial  was  the  tiniest 

Man  ever  knew,  confronted  afterward 

With  giant  fears  and  passions; — long  to  fight 

And  last  to  yield  a  Maenad-swelling  breast 
Unto  a  furious  Uionysian  horde 
Drunk  not  with  wine,  but  with  avenging  night. 
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I'm:  sixTKKxrii  day 

■  •  M  V  ch:i-tit\  >  the  jt'wt'l  of  our  hi 'is-' 
r..'(|u<'.uli('cl  (Idun  tVoin  in.HiV  nnci'^lor- 
WliKii  ucT'-  th(>  i^realc'^t  obloijus       in    u^rhj 

I  I  .•■  Ill--  lo  ]■  >-c. 

All  -,  WVil. 

There  was  uo  -^ccrel  ca\e  of  the  wood  s  womb 
Where  we  ini,L;ht  kiss  all  clay  uiihout  a  start 
Of  fear  that  nieaiu  to  stay  and  inii^t  depart, 
Nor  aiiv  co    'er  where  the  seas  i)erfunie 

Mi^r^t  shcUcr  lo\e  iii  >oii-ie  \vave-car\en  tomb. 
lUit  Maytiine  shone  in  lis;   with  uord^ofart 
I  drew  her  down  reluctant  to  in\-  lieart, 
When  ni^dit  was  ^ilenc  c  and  my  bed  tlie  gloom. 

So  without  sin  wc  took  strangle  sacrament. 

Wh()>>e  u  ;nc  was  ki^se>.  and  \\  ho>e  bread  the  tlower 
Of  fast  and  ler\eni  (  leavin^^  breast  to  breast. 

As  hly  bends  to  lily  we  were  bent. 

Not  as  mere  man  to  woman  ;  all  the  dower 

Of  martyred  \'irj^ins  crowned  our  dangerous  quest. 


VS 


ALICE 


The  roses  of  the  world  are  s.id, 

The  water-lilies  pale, 
Because  my  lover  takes  her  lad 

Beneath  the  moonlight  veil. 
No  flower  may  bloom  this  happy  hour — 
Unless  my  Alice  be  the  flower. 


The  stars  are  hidden  in  dark  and  mist, 
The  moon  and  sun  are  dead, 

Because  my  love  has  caught  and  kissed 
My  body  in  her  bed. 

No  light  may  shine  this  happy  night — 

Unless  my  Alice  be  the  light. 
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So  >ik-nt  arc  the  lhni>h,  the  lark! 

'Ihe  niL;luii"i^ale  >  at  rest, 
IVcausc  my  lover  lo\es  liie  ciark, 

Ami  lias  me  in  her  breast. 
No  s(^n^  this  happy  ni^^lu  be  heard  I — 
Unless  my  Alice  be  the  bird. 


The  sea  that  roared  around  the  house 

Is  fallen  from  alarms, 
Because  my  lo\  er  calls  me  spouse, 

And  takes     le  to  her  arms. 
This  ni^ht  no  sound  of  breakers  be  I — 
Unless  my  Alice  be  the  sea. 


(Jf  man  and  maid  in  all  the  world 
Is  stilled  the  swift  caress, 

Because  my  lover  has  me  curled 
In  her  own  loveliness. 

No  kiss  be  such  a  nij;ht  as  liiis  ! — 

Unless  my  Alice  be  tlie  kiss. 
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No  blade  of  grass  awaiting  takes 
The  dew  fresh-fallen  above, 

Because  my  lover  swoons,  and  slakes 
Her  body's  thirst  of  love. 

This  night  no  dewfall  from  the  blue ! — 

Unless  my  Alice  be  the  dew. 


This  night — O  never  dawn  shall  crest 

The  world  of  wakening, 
Because  my  lover  has  my  breast 

On  hers  for  dawn  and  spring. 
This  night  shall  never  be  withdrawn — 
Unless  my  Alice  be  the  dawn. 
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rilK  SEVENTEENTH   DAY 

'   Now  I  want 
Spirits  to  enfoici',  art  to  enchant.' 
Tenipt'st. 

Last  nii^ht — but  ihc  boy  shrieked  in  's  sleep — then,  there 
I  had  ended  all  !    Having  in;^rcssed  the  track. 
That  leads  tvnm  green  or  white-crowned  hours  to  black, 
The  plea->ant  port.       of  the  scorpion  snare, 

First  gleaming  toils  of  an  enchantress'  hair 

That  afterward  shall  cliange  their  fer\ours  slack 
To  strong  j4ri])e  of  a  dcxil-ti'^h  :   go  back? 
The  hand  is  put  forth  to  the  ploui^h  -bevsare '. 

1  took  my  shrine  down  :  at  the  ni;^ht  we  lay 
Four  hours  debating  between  fear  and  sin  : 
Whether  our  lo\e  went  deeper  than  the  bkin. 

Or  lower  than  the  lips  ;   love  won  the  day. 

We  nestled  like  young  turtles  that  be  twin 
Close  till  the  morn-star  chased  the  moon  away. 
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THE  EIGHTEENTH  DAY 


"  Touches  so  soft  still  conquer  chastity.  " 
Passionate  Pilgrim. 


She  grew  most  fearful,  starting  at  slight  noise  ; 
As  knowing  that  the  sting  of  shame  was  hers 
Worse  than  a  guilty  love  administers, 
Since  our  pure  shame  unworthily  destroys 

The  love  of  all  she  had,  her  girls  and  boys, 

Her  home,  their  lives  :  and  yet  my  whisper  stirs 

Into  live  flaine  her  passion,  and  deters 

Her  fear  from  spuming  all  the  day's  due  joys. 

She  had  not  dared  to  speak  one  word,  to  tell 

How  deep  and  pure  a  fountain  sunward  leapt 
In  her  life's  garden  :  but  to-night  she  lay 

In  my  intense  embraces :  so  the  spell 

Moved  her:  "  I  love  you,"  said  she.  So  we  kept, 
Remurmuring  that  one  phrase  until  the  day. 


43 


THE  NINETEENTH   DAY 


Tb.c  hnv  i>  fooli-h,  and  I  frar  not  him. 
kicluir.l  III. 


>he  dared  not  come  into  my  room  to-night. 
.So?   I  was  accjuicscent,  sharp  despair 
And  ner\  ous  j)urpose  mixmj,^  in  me  there 
The  while  I  waitec^     then  I  glided  light 
Clad  in  the  swart  robe  of  an  eremite) 
Across  the  passage  and,  all  unaware 
My  kisses  underneath  the  veil  of  \air 
Woke  her:   she  turned  and  sighed  and  held  me  tight. 

Her  child  slept  gently  on  the  farther  side. 

lUit  we  took  danger  by  the  throat,  despised 
All  but  the  one  sole  splendour  that  we  prized  ; 

And  she,  whose  robe  was  far  too  slight  to  hide 

The  babe-smooth  breasts,  was  far  too  frail  to  cover 
Her  heart's  true  fire  and  music  from  her  lover. 
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THE  TWENTIETH  DAY 

"  Val.  How  long  hath  she  Ijeen  deformed  ? 

Speed.     Ever  since  you  loved  her.  " 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Veroiia. 

Again  the  un\eiled  goddess  of  delight 

Watched  us  at  midnight:  there  my  lover  lay 
Child-breasted,  maiden  as  the  rose  of  day 
Dawning  on  snowy  mountains :  through  deep  niijht 

Her  body  gleamed  self-luminously  white 

With  the  sweet  soul  that  sundered  the  quick  c!a\-, 
And  all  her  being  was  a  sense  of  May ; — 
Scent  conquering  colour,  soul  outrunning  sight. 

Not  with  the  Lysian,  nor  lacchian  dew 

Of  frenzy  covered,  but  with  warmer  flakes 
Of  Aphrodite  shed  upon  our  life, 

W'e  clung  still  closer,  till  the  soul  ran  through 
Body  to  body,  twined  like  sunny  snakes, 
Sinlessly  knowing  we  were  man  and  wife. 
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liii':  r\\i:x  i\'  I  iRS'i'  day 

'  ■  M.il.         Di-j-i'ti    ;t  liLr  ;i  ,11,  p. 
:.!  icd.  1  ^ii.ill  do  ^... 

I')i;t  I  ini:-l  ,il-<<  Iv  I  il  .i>  a  nian." 
Macbeth. 
i  had  :i  feaifiil  dream  'on  ^oiiiL^  away) 

'  )t  M  oijtion  uoineii  curled  in  nn  carc'^s. 

AtuI  t\\ent\  days  lhe\'  closed  on  my  distress 

Not  i^ix  ip.L;  me  relief,  l)ut  ,L;old  and  gray, 

Cold  and  inien>e  ;  the  one-and-twentieth  day 

Tliey  drew  n      lite  out.  (Mie  cxceedmg  stress, 

\'ok  anic  ani^iush  I — 1 1  ere  s  the  strange  excess  : 

I  calleil.  ere  waking,  on  the  name  IJuich  ! 

Sohe  me  the  riddle  of  the  dicam  w  ho  can  ! 

That  ni-;ht  I  sought  a  new  toy  for  a  lure. 

Aiul  >he  w oultl  not  ;  but  knew  how  hartl  loendure 
Is  lo\e  like  ouis,  the  hue  of  purit\'. 

So  she  :   "  1  )i^[>uie  it  likt-  a  man  !  ""  and  I  : 

"  lUit  I  must  aKo  (Vel  it  a.>  a  man  I  '' 

Note.  1  .!:r',!i  ),  tnr  1  ii  lircw  U>\  ' '  I  ^^^\  thai  I  am."  It.s 
liiMiii  iifal  v,\Uu'  is  ji.  1  li.it  I  (ijiK  uiciico  i>  1)ci-mI)1v  consrious 
I  a(MiL;h,  l)Ut  1  \\,i.-  r.t't  aw.ic  .il  ihr  liiiu-  tiiat  ihi-  was  tlio 
Ji-t  (:a\. 
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THE  TWENTY-SECOND  DAY 


"  I'll  have  her:  but  1  will  not  keep  her  long.  " 

Richard  III. 


It  was  impossible  that  she  should  come 

Over  the  leagues  of  summer-coloured  sea 
Alone  with  lo\e  and  laughter  and  tears  and  me 
To  the  toy  land  of  the  chrysanthemum, 

Where  all  the  flowers  lack  scent,  the  birds  are  dumb, 
The  fruits  are  tasteless  :  where  the  jewelled  lea 
And  all  the  many-leaved  greenery 
Is  dwarf:   French  gem- work  on  a  baby's  thumb. 

The  Yankee  God  frowned  also  on  the  plan. 
We  had  enough,  no  more.     But  I  insist, 
Still  thinking  I  was  master  of  my  heart : 

Saying,  ".-  nother  month  to  be  a  man. 

Another  month  to  kiss  her  and  be  kissed. 
And  then — all  time  to  Magic  and  to  Art  I " 


47 


nil.  rwi-xrv-rniRi)  day 

U<-  h,i>  >tr:ingled 
I  Ii-  l.iMi^u  iu;i'  in  hiv  tiMr>.  " 
K.  lUu.  VI II. 

Mv  coiiuhIv  lias  c  li.uv^od  its  hlilhc  asjjt'ci 
To  liitteic-l  tare  of  ir.i^cch'  :   ->lie  ^a:cl  : 
"  ALi'-l   ()  sou!  of  mine!    I  am  surely  dead, 
Seeing;  m\'  lite  i^  1)\'  a  serjieiil  wrecked 

Of  sore  tli^ease  :   l3Ut  >j)ai  e  me,  and  i  cHect 

That  in  fe      mcnuhs  I  (l:e:   but  \vere  I  wed — 

()  hnerl   O  de>ire  diseomtited  ! 

I  die  at  once:   ci)n>idei',  and  ele'  t." 

How  could  1  otlieiwise  than  spare  my  wife? 

With  tender  lips  and  rin>.;er->  one  Mtron^^  kiss 
Swooned  >la\  e-wise  even  heiovethe  ^ateof  bliss, 

No  more  :   for  I  rose  up  and  cursed  my  life, 

Hating  the  ("rod  that  made  us  to  dissever 

So  soon  so  sweet  a  love,  and  that  for  ever. 

"  Allot'  tf>l(l  mc  to-d.iy  that  she  had  cancer  of  the  uterus. 
Vac  Capricorno  !  '     (Autlior's  Diar)-.  i— El). 
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THE  TWENTY-FOURTH  DAY 


"  She  having  the  truth  of  honour  in  her,  hath  madr 
hini  that  gracious  denial  which  he  is  most  glad  to 
receive.  '  Measure  for  Meabi.re. 


Of  course  I  might  have  known  it  was  a  lie. 

Nathless,  I  wept  all  morning  and  despaired. 
Nothing  for  any  life  of  earth  I  cared, 
Neither  for  heaven  :   I  railed  against  the  sky, 

Hating  the  earth,  the  sea,  the  witchery 

Of  all  the  universe :  my  breast  I  bared 

And  cursed  God,  hoping  lightning;  and  I  dared 

Not  ask  my  love  ''  In  very  truth — you  die?" 

I  could  not  bear  it  longer;  then  she  spake: 

"  I  lied  indeed,  love,  for  mine  honour's  sake" 
And  I  reproached  her  for  her  love's  distrust. 

Saying  "  I  would  not  so  in  any  wise 

Have  lowered  love  unto  the  level  of  lust : 

But  now—"  I  hid  my  thought  in  tears  and  sighs. 
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IHi:    rWENlV-Ml- IH    DAY 


,    !!1    ■'!    'VM    t  :i, 


I  t.ifatlu',  .mil  -fp  tl 
Ru'i.ii 


Alii  e  \\a>  (l(•^peratc•ly  ill  at  morn. 

llour  1)\'  swcei  hour  I  \\aii  hcd  her  sorrowing. 

While  the  stron,^;  k\  er  toii-lu  unconciuei'ni,;..; 

With  nati\e  (..'Oine^s  of  lie r  hte,  o'erwoin 
Or  poi:-onetl  :  th       I  toir^hl  ll.e  louj.;  forloi  n 

lialtle  all  clax',  uniil  ihe  <'vcniii<.,' 

r>ror.v^ lit  back  s\\  eel  health  ( hi  >ierj)  ami  i:oi-ele--  a  m; 

Stion^j  l()\e  ut  the  lonu  battle  was  lebi'in. 


The  child  -^lept  eKewhere  that  >he  iiii^lit  ^ieepwell. 

Theretore.  not  teannL;  an> '  hin.4.  I  <  anie  ; 

Lit  my  lo\e">  ran. lie  at  her  boci\ '■-  llame. 
And  fetuj^ht  not  with  the  fever-  now  that  swell 

Dur  burnin^^  lips  and  bosom-^,  until  shame 

Nearly  surrendered  the  sweet  citadel. 


THE  TWENTY-SIXTH   DAY 

"  I  think  tlie  devil  will  not  have  me  d  i:iinecl 
....    he  would  never  e!>e  enj-,,-.  iin.-  thu^. 
Merry  \\'i\f>  of  \\'iii(l>()i . 

This  time  she  set  lier  will  ag^ainst  my  will : 

Swore  that  she  would  not  come:   in  my  despair 
I  half  believed  her  an  enchantress  fair 
Cruel  as  hell  and  dowered  with  subtle  skill 

To  strain  my  love  out  with  her  love,  and  kill 
My  soul  with  misery:  suddenly  a  rare 
Swift  smile  set  shimmcrin^^  all  the  ambient  air. 
And  then  I  knew  she  was  my  true  love  si  ill. 

.She  would  not  come?    Why,  were  Hell's  port;il^  fa^^t 

Shut,  as  to  Orpheus  on  Eurydice, 

Their  brass  would  break  before  loves  gold  and  nU(  1, 
The  sharpness  inlaid  with  sweet  tracery 

Of  talismans  of  \  irtue  :  she  is  leal 

To  come  and  live  and  be  my  love  at  last. 


UNDER    THE   PALMS 


The  woodland  liollows  know  us,  bird-enchanted, 
Likewise  the  snaces  of  the  ghostly  sea, 

The  lak(.'">  al)iinda      lilies,  the  pale  slanted 

Moonli^dit  on  flowers, thewind's  lowminstrelsy 

For  all  the  troi)ic  greenery  is  haunted 
By  you  and  me 

The  tall  j^alnis  bend  and  catch  love's  tender  ditty 
To  learn  a  sweeter  sonj,''  to  lure  their  mate. 

The  soft  wind  si^'hs  in  amorous  self-pity, 
Ha\  ing  no  love  wherein  to  laugh  elate, 

And  turns  to  the  cold  harbour  and  the  city. 
Wailing  its  fate 
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Two  faces  and  two  bosoms,  breathing  slowly 

In  tune  and  time  with  the  sea's  hymn  below, 

Breathing  in  peace  of  love,  mighty  and  holy, 
Fearing  to  fuse,  and  longing — be  it  so  I 

And  the  worlds  pulse  stops,  as  God  bends  him  lowly 
To  hear  and  know 


For  not  the  heights  of  heaven  shall  exalt  her 
Whose  heart  is  full  of  love's  dumb  deity, 

Nor  harp-strings  lift  me,  nor  the  sound  of  psalter, 
Whose  love  is  merged  and  molten  into  thee, 

Xor  incense  sweeter  be  by  shrine  or  altar 
For  you  and  me 


But  like  dove's  eyes  where  glamour  lies  a-dwelling. 
Like  sweet  well-water  rising  in  the  well, 

Strong  steep  black  currents  thrust  up,  flooding,  welling, 
Into  the  moonlight,  swift,  adorable, — 

So  kisses  cluster,  so  our  bosoms  swelling 
Abide  and  dwell 
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\\i  the  luin  f.i(c>,  like  Madonnas,  meeting, 

^•'ear  antl  draw  back  and  gaze  a  little  space  ; 

["ear.  k-i  ilwy  lose  the  moonlight  frail  and  fleeting, 
I.OhC  their  own  hoauty  in  their  own  embrace, 

lUit  feel  hou  gladdenmg  hearts  and  bosoms  beating 
Kindle  the  face 


liul  not  for  long  shall  lilies  strive  with  roses, 
Nor  fear  be  fearful,  nor  delight  repose, 

Noi  love  retire;  the    voodland  cleaves  and  closes 
Round  heads  an  aureole  hides,  a  rainbow  shows. 

A  swifter  shape  of  tire  i  lea\  es  us,  encloses 
Rosebud  and  rose 


Mouth  unto  mouth!    O  fairest!    Mutely  lying, 
Fire  lambent  laid  on  water, — O!   the  pain 

Kiss  me,  ()  heart,  as  if  we  both  were  dying  ! 
Kiss,  as  we  could  not  ever  kiss  again  ! 

Kiss  me,  between  the  music  of  our  sighing. 
Lightning  and  rain  ! 
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Not  only  as  the  kiss  of  tender  lovers — 
Let  mingle  also  the  sun's  kiss  to  sea, 

Also  the  wind's  kiss  to  the  bird  that  hovers, 

The  flower's  kiss  to  the  earth's  deep  greenery. 

All  elemental  love  closes  and  covers 
Both  you  and  me. 

All  shapes  of  silence  and  of  sound  and  seeing 
All  lives  of  Nature  molten  into  this, 

The  moonlight  waking  and  the  shadows  fleeing. 
Strange  sorcery  of  unimagined  bliss, 

All  breath  breathing  in  ours  ;  mingled  all  being 
Into  the  kiss. 
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I  }IK  TWEXrV-SEVENrH   DAY 

"  The  ^liip  i>  IP.  Iff  trim  ;   the  merry  wind 
Blows  fiur  from  land.  ' 

t  omed\  ot  KrT(;r5. 

Quite  careless  whether  i^oklen  j^ales  of  wind 

Fiin^  our  l^oat  forward,  or  the  stonri  and  spark 
Of  lightning;  lam])  or  shroud  us  in  the  dark, 
Careless  if  ever  '  md  again  we  find, 

Careless  of  all  tiling-,    this  lo\e  being  blinds 
We  put  to  sea.     O  gladly  stand  and  mark 
The  diamond  headland  fall  behind  om- barque. 
Wrapped  in  shrine-shadow  of  lo\e"s  central  mind  ! 

We  are  alone  to-day  on  the  strange  sea, 
Di\iderof  the  dawn's  divinity 
From  sunset's  splendour;  our  eternal  noon 

Of  love  recks  little  of  eternity — 

And  though  the  moon  is  dying,  ourselves  may  swoon, 
One  deathless  shape  of  the  large-breasted  moon. 
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THE  TWENTY-EIGHTH  DAY 

"  But  I  perceive  in  you  so  excellent  a  touch 
of  modesty  that  you  will  not  extort  froiu  me 
what  I  am  willing  to  keep  in." 

Twelfth  Night. 

A  curious  conflict  this  of  love  and  fear, 

Honour  and  lust,  and  truth  and  trust  beguiled  ; 
One  in  the  semblance  of  a  rose-bright  child:  — 
The  other  in  a  shape  more  gross  and  clear, 

A  fiercer  woman-figure  crowned  severe 

With  garlands  woven  of  scourges,  but  whose  wild 
Breast  beat  with  splendour  of  sin,  whose  looks  were  mild, 
Hiding  the  cruel  smile  behind  a  tear. 

So  she :  *'  I  know  you  never  would  ";  yei  ciid 
Such  acts  that  no  end  otherwise  might  be. 
So  I  :  "  I  will  not  ever  pluck  the  flower"; 

Yet  strayed  enchanted  on  the  lawns  forbid, 
And  bathed  enamoured  in  the  secret  sea, 
Both  knowing  our  words  were  spoken — for  an  hour. 
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THE    rWKXrV-NINTH   DAY 

"  rVr=;tn-er  in  that  clear  way  thou  goest, 
And  the  i^ods  strengthen  the--.  ' 

Pericles. 

Linked  in  the  tiny  shelf  upon  the  ship, 

My  bhnd  eyes  iDurned  into  her  mild  ones  :  limbs 
Twined  to  each  oth' r  while  fine  dew  bedims 
Their  quivering  ski. ..^  :  lip  fastened  unto  lip  : 

Whole  soul  and  body  frenzied  meet  and  clip : 

And  the  breath  staggers,  and  the  life-blood  swims  I 
Terrible  gods  chant  black  demoniac  hymns 
As  the  frail  cords  of  honour  strain  and  slip. 

For  in  the  midst  of  that  tremendous  tide 
The  mighty  vigour  of  a  god  was  mine  I 
Drunk  with  desire,  her  lamentations  died. 

The  dove  gave  place  a  moment  to  the  swine ! 

Rapturous  draughts  of  madness  !  Out  she  sighed 
Uttermost  life's  love,  and  became  a  bride. 
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THE  THIRTIETH   DAY 

"  For  God's  sake,  lords,  convey  my  tristful  Queen 
For  tears  do  stop  the  tioodgaies  of  her  eyt?s. 

King  Henry  1\'. 

Bitter  reproaches  passed  between  us  twain, 
Hers  real,  mine  with  sneering  logic  sewn 
Proving  my  trespass  hardly  half  her  own, 
Its  cause  ;  I  proved  her  how  she  made  me  fain 

And  left  me  mad,  and  led  through  joy  and  pain 
To  that  unthinkable  thing:   I  might  atone 
No  whit  in  this  way:  then  that  stubborn  stone 
My  heart  grew  tears:  we  were  good  friends  again. 

Therefore  at  night  I  added  nothing  new : 
Only  a  little  while  I  lay  with  her 
And  with  mere  kisses  sucked  her  soul  away, 

And  made  my  banquet  of  immortal  dew, 
Demanding  nothing  but  to  minister 
To  her  desire  until  the  dawn  grew  grey. 
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THE   VA\  WITHOUT  A  NUMBER* 

•■  O  iK'N'cr  bhall  ihc  sun  that  morrrAv  see. 

Macbeth. 

We  1  ~)St  a  day  !   Nor  kisses,  nor  re^^ret. 

Nor  fear,  nor  pain,  nor  anything  at  all! 

The  day  was  lost,  evanished  past  recall. 

That  saw  no  sunrise,  ne\  er  saw  sun  set — 
F^r  East  and  We  t  in\isibly  were  met 

In  gateways  .either  glad  nor  musical 

Xor  melancholy  nor  funereal. 

Nought  is  there  to  remember  nor  forget. 

Vet  in  my  westward  journey  many  hours 

I  stole,  and  now  must  pay  them  back  again. 

I  plucked  not  one  flower,  but  an  hundred  flowers 
1  bore  a  hundred  passions  in  my  brain — 

King  Solomon  had  three  hundred  paramours. 

I  (juite  agree  that  everything  is  vain. 

Through  crossing  the  i8oth  degree  in  a  Westward  dirrc 
tion. — Ed. 
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THE  THIRTY-FIRST  DAY 

"  You  whoreson  villain  !  will  you  let  it  fall  ?" 
Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

The  inexpiable  fate  whose  shuddering  wing 

Fear  fled  from,  changed  the  native  deed  of  sin 
Into  a  spasmic  kiss  too  salt  and  keen, 
Windless,  that  ended  with  a  sterile  sting 

The  earlier  hour  whose  heart  was  full  of  spring  ; 
And  the  large  love  grew  piteously  lean  ; 
Dreadful,  like  death  ;  withdrawn  and  epicene 
At  the  mad  crisis  of  the  eventful  thing. 

O  that  such  tender  fondness  like  a  flower's 

Should  take  such  nameless  infamy  I  Tliat  we 
Should  pluck  such  bitter  bloom,  rooted  in  fear, 

Salt  with  the  scurf  of  some  diseased  sea, 

Foul  with  the  curse  of  God :  that  we  are  here, 
Hating  the  night's  inexorable  hours. 
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THi:    I'lIIRTV-SKCOXl)   DW 

■'  Ml'  o\  ]\w  '.ix'.tul  [)i!'.>>iirt'  ~!ic  ri'straiiiec 
Au'.l  jTaxcd  nu  (j:i  !>  >r!)  Mr.ince.  " 

<_  vinh-'linc. 

Wow  -weet  the  -ok  look-  shot,  endcarinL;  shame 

With  their  warm  fra.i^rance  of  love's  modest  eyes! 

The  bccret  knoNxknlL^L-  of  our  secrecies 

Shone  hH)iri  tl     ir  ^li^laiKe  u  itli  a  subtle  flame, 

Aiul  ;_;a\e  to  |)U(.1ck  y  a  rosier  name 

When  the  lon;^  lashes  drooped,  and  saintlier  -i^^hs 
l\)>ik  softer  nieanin^s.  till  my  arteries 
'rhrol)])ed  with  the  ;^lad  desire  that  went  and  came. 

"  I  ih.iri^e  \'ou  in  the  \ei"y  name  of  Ionc.' 

(^)i;(nh  .she:   "We  ha\e  all  day  to  steal  helow 
And  snatch  short  kisses  out  of  dan^^^ei's  throat. 

Why  hei,'-  you  nii.;ht:  is  not  the  day  ennugh.'" 
iiut  I  :  "The  night  is  panting  and  ai^iow 
'l"o  feel  our  hair  distraught  and  limbs  alloat."' 
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THE  THIRTY-THIRD  DAY 


"  Clubs,  clubs  !     These  lovers  will  not  keep  the  p<.;ice. 

Titus  Andronicus. 


Xathless  she  locked  her  cabin-door  to  me. 

All  lovers  guess  the  piteous  night  I  passed — 
Shuddering  phantoms,  hideous  and  aghast, 
Loomed,  lust  of  hate !  toward  me:  how  did  she? 

She  never  told  :  but  I  might  surely  see 

In  the  drawn  fnce  and  haggard  eyes  what  vast 

X'oires  of  misery  had  held  her  fast. 

And  made  her  curse  her  own  lock's  cruelty. 

So  hy  her  beauty  and  my  love  we  swore. 

And  b\  the  li.t;ht  within  mine  ejes,  by  her 
Sweet  shame;  that  never  so  we  sunder  again. 

r>ut  she  :   "  You  swear  '  by  thy  bright  face'  in  vain  ; 
'  Hy  thy  sweet  self"  you  grow  a  perjurer; 
\\  ho  have  shamed  my  face  and  made  me  but  an  wIm    c 
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Tin:    THIR  rV-I()lR  TH    DAV 


■  i  >''n.    St(  [>  ;I;rie.  stop  tluv  .-. 
Mcr.    'I'ho;;  il'--rt'-l  -n  •  lo  ^!";i  :p  <]\\   t  i'.'   ii;  liiiit  (ht>  li.in." 

i\'  Mil;'')  ami   Inlu't. 

Swc'ci  are  the  ^wifi  liarcl  ■^iri:x>ile>  crc  the  kiss, 
When  tb.e  frail  body  ])Iu>]ies  into  tear>, 
And  sliort  l)reatlis  raivcl  ttie  lonL:  si;^d"is,  and  fears 
Constrain  dehL',1^*.  initil  their  ini])()rt  is 

Mai'iO  fooh^ll  when  t,  j  stru;,'^^d«''s  synthe-^is 
Leads  to  hot  arn"li^tlre,  as  dewy  spheres 
Glow,  and  increase  tlie  fury  that  reveres 
No  God.  no  heaven  hut  its  ov.n  hell'b  bhss. 


So  after  dcs))erate  shifts  of  niodt>ty 

We  rould  no  more  :   loosent-d  and  lax  we  lav 
Breathing  and  holdin^^ :   then  in  amorous  play 

She  lauglied  and  left  her  l)(^dy's  love  to  me, 

.\nd  kissed  one  kiss  holding  the  heart  of  May, 
And  kissed  again,  and  kissed  our  lives  away. 
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THE  THIRTY-FIFTH   DAY 


"  1  cannot  kiss,  t!iat  is  thr  humour  of  il.  hul  .ul.i'u. 

The  third  time  bitterly  came  reason  back. 
Is  it  a  fault  in  love  when  mornings  tind 
The  soul  grown  sober  and  rethroned  the  mind: 
Or  is  it  mere  necessity  to  track 

The  candid  chequer  cross-wise  to  the  black, 
And  love,  not  mutable,  yet  well  inclined 
To  take  his  pleasure  in  becoming  blind 
After  such  sight  mere  day  is  wont  to  lack. 

So  we  were  angry  with  ourselves  and  said 

We  would  not  kiss — twodays,and  we  would  part. 

And  she  pr.iyed  hea\  en  that  she  might  be  dead, 
And  I  cursed  heaven  and  my  foolish  head. 

I  strove  to  turn  towards  old  shapes  of  Art ; 

She,  to  some  phantom  faded  from  her  heart. 
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rm:  riiiRi vsixth  day 

I'w.is  not  [],v  V  iJii  I  in  tv, 

It  \\  J'-  in.uru'd  ».  l',.i>lit\-. 

!'li>iiii\  ,uul    1  ui  tl<-. 

V.i  ore  the  <t.ir-  paled  slowly  in  \hc  east 

I  could  !it)t  -Icep:  and  she-  how  else?    Whal  rest 
May  a  man  know  until  his  cjiiiet  breast 
I'r.it-  to  h*'r  tune?     I  garbed  me  as  a  priest 

\n;l  ir-'ved  lo     ^riN  my  llo-^l     on  Ciod  I  feast! 
we  lav  in  naked  chastity,  caressed 
C  hiid  like  or  dreaming,  till  the  tlawn  repressed 
(  »Mr  -i;^hs:   tnat  miptial  yet  hath  ne\er  ceased. 

Thai  was  the  best:   far  simdered  by  the  tide 

I>i>i(ir<»iis,  endless  as  Oceanus, 

.\  St  r}Hiii-ri\er  girdling  the  large  earth, 
Siili  m  that  pure  embrace  ue  bring  to  birth 

A  thousand  pieasant  children  born  of  us, 

Sacrod  and  sinless,  if  unsanctitied. 
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LETHE 


We  have  forgotten  all  the  days  of  fear, 

The  nights  of  tonnent  when  the  ki^s  expired, 
Lost  upon  Hps  with  love  not  overtired, 
But  fearing  many  things-  the  after  year, 

The  end,  the  man — O  no,  not  him  I  the  tear. 

The  children's  sorrow,  and  our  own  shame  fired 
Not  less  in  doing  all  that  love  desired  : 

We  have  forgotten,  surely — being  here  I 

We  have  forgotten  every  shape  of  sorrow, 
Knowing  no  end  to  one  night's  ecstasy 
In  the  night's  kiss  from  morning  that  we  borrow, 

From  the  hard  usurer.  Eternity — 

Seeing  we  have  it  in  our  power  to  die 
Before  the  new  kiss  kindle  for  the  morrow. 
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r:M:  riiiR  r\  si:\i:n  rii  dav 


■  iV    ]•>•]:[  .  it".  ■■,   •  I'-T  -III  -:;it   I   \\.>-  ^' iIi-.l-'iI 
1  o  i!>  ik"  roi  '111  I.  H   1m 111  111  ni\'  l;u-;  i.uvl  -  ^  »il. 

M(iriai-  are  noi  for  ncct.ir  ;ill  tlic  lime  : 

Aminos!. I  fee(N  not  mcTi  ;   iiejttMnhc's  -;); 

N  onl\-  for  a  moniCMU  :  then  we  di)) 

r)a<  k  to  the  ea:ih  aral  lca\c  the  bed  ^ul)i'mc. 

Ar.('  1     .'■  (Hirkis-.cs  to      terrene  rhvinc. 
S(\  once  a;jiin  before  we  left  tin-  ship 
Wiih  ri;^ht  _l;(^o(1  w  lU  our  1)o(he>  ri:n^  and  -bji 
.\nd  the  bfe's  tlame  >ink>  as  the  ki--^es  (limb. 


Idicre  ra  \er  has  been  siu  h  a  su[)reme  ki-s 

Since  hea\en  and  earth  !)e^Mn  to  Ik-  a--  thi 
Doubt  nothinj^  of  it!  yet  (mv  spirits  knc\- 

ts  sa\nur  was  as  roses  fallen  to  (hist  : 

Our  pro])er  food  was  of  Selenian  dew. 
And  love  without  a  battle  con(iuered  lust. 
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THE   THIRTV-EIC.H TH   DAY 

"  The  carca«^s  of  a  bear.ty  spent  and  doiv." 
Lumt's  Coniplaini. 

<  )nc  clay  from  landing.     Kaniakura  sees 

Pass  to  the  mighty  shrine  and  sliape  of  bronze 
Me.  ))iii(rim.  murmiirini^'^  pious  orisons, 
r.ikiny  my  refugee  in  that  House  of  I'eace  ; 

And  aficr,  sees  my  love,  and  dolli  not  please. 

She  was  too  young  to  know  that  shrine  the  Son  3. 
<  >r  see  the  \'irgin"s  House  in  Kwan-se-on"s ; 
And  when  I  told  her,  tlushed,  and  bade  nie  cease. 

I  ceased  indeed  I  All  hope  of  mental  flower 

She  shattered  in  five  minutes:  following  lust, 
All  intellectual  communing  did  pass. 

And  all  respect  of  mind  :  but  love's  high  tower, 

Stricken  of  lightning,  stood:  not  fallen  in  dust,-- 
Beautiful  fragments  as  of  a  Greek  vase  I 
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I  \\v.  rniRrv-xiXTH  day 

"  li.ul  I  III)  e)(.'S  hut  cars,  ni\   iMr^  \\(j'i!(;  'mv.- 
l!-?'  !!iv.  ,;:i  l>e,iutv  r.ivi  i!i\  i-'Mc, 

\'(.'iu>  ;mi<1  Afl''.  -. 

Note  from  this  day  no  possible  e\ent. 

All  secrets  told,  and  all  desire^,  fullillcd, 
I'rimitiN-e  passion  of  our  soul  ha^c  killed. 
We  dwell  within  ;    "aimer  element 

Perfectly  pure  and  pcrtcctly  content. 

The  subtler  splendour  of  our  lo\-c  has  stilled 
Those  sombre  glories  that  it  never  willed, 
Those  "^dant  meanin;s'^>  that  it  never  meant. 

Fire  only  is  our  substance  :  there  we  dwell, 
The  Salaniandrinc  with  the  Salamander. 
No  fuel  to  crack,  no  water  to  make  tunes. 

Xo  air  to  blow  us  hither  and  thither;  well ! 

At  our  own  will  througli  cosmic  space  we  wander 
Alive,  the  sun's  beam  mixing-  with  the  moons. 
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THE  FORTIETH  DAY 

"  Away,  you  rascally  Althea's  dream.  ;i\\.;y  1  ' 

2  King  Henry  IV. 

Mere  terror  struck  into  our  souls,  one  shaft 

Sudden  and  swift;  our  punishment  was  here. 
The  shapeless  form  of  an  avenging  fear 
Shuddered  within  her  ;  from  the  deep  rich  draught 

Of  lively  labour  that  her  nights  had  quaffed 
Rises  a  serpent :  prescience  of  next  year, 
The  springtide  ;  may  the  Minotaur  appear, 
Prodigious  offspring  of  the  fatal  graft  ? 

The  worst  has  happened.    Time  must  now  discover 
What  love  had  hidden  from  the  wittol's  eyes 
(What  hate  may  tell  him  if  he  read  my  song. 

If  he  be  subtle  :  not  if  he  be  wise}. 

In  our  despair  came  laughter  to  my  lover  . 
''  All's  well  as  yet.    I  calculated  wrong.' 
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II ir:  i-()K'r\-FiKS'r  dav 

\iUoi.y  ,1  '1'  i  (   Iiv.)ji  lira. 

How  thm-s  arc  chani^etl  since  Alice  was  so  ill  ! 
1,  ixipiu;  in  bi.^h  fe\cr.  lay  in  bctl, 
While  my  Ime  smoothed  the  pillows  lor  m\"  head. 
Wijv  (aim  I(H)ks  chn-'ened  nie  with  dew  t>'  ^till 

All  <  han   e  of  tVvei  to  the     oul.  anil  lill 

M\  heart  with  \)\.\vc  lo\e  like-  a  snowfall  slied 
Mei'kiy,  a  blo^,>on~i  where  fiail  white  arid  red 
\Wr-:  never  frenzied  at  ^Mne  mad  .-;od':^  will. 

She  ^at  and  L;a:^ed  upon  me  all  day  loni;. 

.S()nieiime>  she  hekl  my  liand>;  then  she  would  weep, 
Antl  then  '^toop  tenderly  and  kiss  m\-  li|)s, 

Or  lull  nie  with  some  chaste  and  L;entle  son;^ 

Of  angel  love.    Night's  ])lume  it-  dew  fall  drips 
.\s  she  still  sits  and  watches  me  to  sleep. 
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THE  FORTY-SECOND  Va\ 

"  f'ol.  No  lun^^er  stay. 

Leun,     On-j  >-jven-niglu  !op,i;e:-. 
Pol.  \'t_'ry  bootii,  to  iiiorrcvv. 

Wint.-  >  Tale. 

I  could  not  let  her  leave  me  the  day  after. 
Also  we  must  wait  till  the  month  dei  ide 
Whether  the  mother  stood  behind  the  bride. 
In  any  other  case  what  lo\e  anti  lauj^hter 

Such  tidings  of  an  anj.^el's  birth  would  waft  her; 
Now,  what  a  fear!  And  so  she  would  abide 
Another  vessel  and  another  tide. 
Until  we  held  the  key  of  the  hereafter. 

]>ut  this  sad  spectre  could  not  change  our  calm. 

The  day  went  by  more  peaceful  than  a  drean^. 

Dreamt  by  a  maiden  in  pure  winds  of  bahn; 
Love's  sweet  still  music  like  a  far-ott"  psalm 

Thrilled  our  quiet  pulses:  wMth  the  intent  supreme 

"This  one  week  more  a  century  shall  seem." 
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AT    La::  r 


(>  tearless  >()rro\v  of  Itmy  yc:ir>,  (iepail! 

<  >  ]oy  ot  MiiiuiU--.  iiiat  he  a;-;r^  l'"*'"i»? 

Come!    Let  the  ehoral  })ul>c  and  slren^^lh  ol' son^ 
(Hiu  ken.  aiul  the  ihe  o'      "e  and  l\re  dart. 
An  arrow  red  with  hhK)d  and  hri;^ht  w  ith  art, 

And  co\er  all  the  liery  hlooiv,  ot  wron.^ 

Wuh  hK)>->.iin^  l)la(ker  where  the  l)h)ud  ri:n>  stii)n. 
Ab  ouv  lips  pale,  their  life  tied  to  the  liearl. 

Surely  we  are  as  dead,  we  1()\  in;^  so. 

So  bitterly,  st)  keenly;  let  no  breath 

Persuade  us  we  are  livini^  and  must  die  ! 
Better  l^elieve  eternal  kisses  ^h?w 

Under  the  strong  rude  current  miscalled  death. 

The  lotus-river  where  our  bodies  liel 
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'ITIE  FORTY-THIRD  DAY 

"  O  theft  most  base 
That  \vc  hive  sluleii  what  we  <]■>  f'Mr  t:j  k^v-  .. 
Troili:?  aiiil  Cic-^aia. 

1  ..iiin>^ible  that  we  shall  ever  pani 

The  lieart  shrinks  back  from  thinkinL(  it,  liie  inir.f^ 
Hates  it,  and  prays  as  love  is  to  be  blind. 
\'et  we  know  well  that  no  ina>^ician's  art 

Can  keep  our  two  selves  near  their  sinL;!e  heart. 

Sclt'-mocked  I  ur;>;ed  her  "  Come  and  leave  boli:'  '. 
All  fear  and  friends  and  children:  we  shall  tiiul 
Love  risen  sole  without  a  counterpart." 

K\en  while  I  be^^ged  her,  I  well  knew  she  must. 

We  could  not,  loving  to  see  children  lau^h. 

Let  cowards  twit  them  with  tlieir  mother's  lust. 
Even  our  own  purity  confirmed  the  trust. 

How  long,  O  Lord,  how  long?  Too  long  by  half 

Till  men  read,  wondering,  wedlock's  epitaph. 
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riii:  iOR'r\-K)URiii  ]k\\ 


A  .'., 


1.    .Mli;,    -■•,.;    ..t' 


>.ecp.  '  >  (!c'cp  -pkn(l(Vi.ir  c^f  (ii>a-tious  ye.n>. 
C'7(Mic  like  a  .-^lar  fallen  at  :lic  tali  ot"ni,;,lii! 
Wake.  (  ^  iiuite  riU)i;iii  aiul  niaie>iy  ol  Ii^l'i 
M;./iC  of  no  .-^inind      at  c\en  >;U-ncf  l;ca:^ 

l)L;t  horn  of  stnn^^s  inian;^i')lc.  ol  -spheres 

>hakcn  of  lo\  e.  a  '.ni-luicr  nlll>lc'^  ini.^ii 
Frai'er  to  M)uncl  than  (lew  fall  i>  lo  -i.^lu 
Wake,  ()  saeet  ^oul  mc  orporaie  of  tea!-> 


(.'I-  else  (ireani  on  antl  let  no  tears  be.uein 

Lo\e  s  crown  of  thorns,  ensan;_;Lnnc  diadeni. 
Ijut  le'  pale  kisses  blosscun,  starry  shrine 

(,)f  lii)5  most  deathlike,  that  endure  di\  iiie 

I'a^t  sleep's  or  parting's,  or  dcath'>  spoil  of  them 
In  the  pomegranate  walks  of  I'roserpme! 
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THE  FORTY-FIFTH  DAV 

"  Peace,  lool  :     I  \\:\vc  not  dor.  ^ 
'rroilus  ;irul  (  re^-.i'..  . 

Thou  knowest.  O  Love,  how  tired  our  bodies  -ro  v 
Forgotten  in  cjuick  converse,  \o\q  to  ]o\  e  : 
How  the  flame  t'.ickcrs  of  the  ghost  above. 
The  spirit's  kiss;  the  sleepless  to-and-fro 

Mo-.ement  of  love's  desire  too  strong  to  know 
O'-  (are  for  that  it  takes  its  substance  of — 
As  if  life's  burden  were  not  drear  enou;^h 
Or  death  s  deliverance  not  so  far  and  slow 

Our  bodies  almost  perish,  with  one  thought 

Crowned  and  completed,  consecrate  and  shriiKvl 
A  perfect  temple  of  fme  amber  wrought, 

Whose  shrine's  the  body  and  whose  lamp  the  mind. 
The  heart  is  priest  and  sacrifice  in  one; 
And.  where  it  sinned  or  sorrowed,  shall  aionc. 
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1  HI.    1  (JR'INMX'I  11    [>A\' 

:•■>  'A.r--  ....:,. 

n',i^  ii  ,t  -^e^.-.e  of  uucnr.c^l  relief 

We  ^^l.icldened  with.  ;uk1  \)a(\v  our  fears  lorLiet? 
Was  there  no  siil^lle  fraL;ra'u  e  ot  reyrct"- 
Vov    ae  at  least,  a  ]),     ^  of  jtcrlec  t  ;_;rief? 

H.id  it  been  otherwi-^e.  1  would  he  chief 

And  ilii\e  her  to  ahanchui  all  tliir.j^^  \c' 
In  mere  de.'>i)air,  that  b\ -and-ln-  blial!  ^e. 
\"oinv'  (aanforl  in  .i  l-abe  bes'ond  beliel. 


( ';o(I  would  not  cur^e  and  l)Ie>s  ns  to  such  measure: 

\\  c  were  not  sad  c-nou^h  noi'  i:iad  enoi!L;li  ! 

A  little  time  of  mi>ery  and  pleasure; 
I'ain  htran^lm^  lialftiie  ec^taby  llitreof— 

Such  all  oui  ;^ain,  who  L^ain.cd  the  utmo.-t  treasure. 

(  dtt  of  the  wi/artl  uand  and  cup  ol  i('\c. 


THE  FORTY-SEVENTH  DAY 


"  Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  loved,  and  delicate  wooer.' 

Tinion  of  Atheii>. 

The  little  money  that  we  had  to  spend 

Was  gone  long  since:  the  little  more  I  stole 
Followed:  I  pledged  then  all  things  but  my  soul 
(C^n  which  the  usurers  refused  to  lend; 

To  raise  our  utmost,  till  a  ship  should  send 
Much  plenty  from  the  Sunset:  to  control 
And  stop  her  yet  a  little  while,  the  whole 
I  meant  to  waste  before  the  week  should  end. 


Thus  we  went  Northward  to  the  capital, 

Desolate  huts  and  ways  funereal. 

An  hateful  town  ;  earthquake  and  heat  and  rain 
Made  the  place  wretched,  did  not  love  enchain 

There  even  as  here:  what  mattered  aught  at  all 

While  love  was  hovering  and  our  lips  were  fain  ? 
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rm:  ior  i  \'  rK.irni  \)a\ 


A'     '    -tl    iM:   '.'  !i.M   Mli'.  '    i;i  ■  ;;■;-    ■  -   ir'T    ;,  ,  i. 
I'l  ..-r  .1.-    !    :>-\ 

i     ■,..  .  '.r    \t'..  11^ 

Oi;r  iif.  c  laia'>  (Hi  ,i  !;iv^'-  ni  iiK-Lin^ '.n'y. 

riic  >!\  ni')r:ih>'  .Joi-\-  ot  1:|l'  |..L-i  on  culli 
Ahniit  to  \  i''l(l  lo  II.i(it.--   I)iii;.t'.  birtli, 
1  1k'  worUi-        i  >\i.;]).rh\   •>■,  ;:h  I  c.r--(,'}th<inc. 

\  (  :   I  nv>  -t  It.  w'liiic  iiiiri;i_  [\>  ia  ,   I.cn 

M\   ^.,.'i-  "I  ~(Hio\\.  ill;-.-'!  :ii  -^(  .  I'ji  irii:'i!i  : 
'■  I  am  '  or.\  iiaftl  ai  !a^:  ot  ii'.diify-  worth, 
l-"()i'  l,n  k  of  \\ 'r.M, li  ^hf  I'a.iijoi  I  i'o-3  the  >ca." 


I  loai  he; .  Lkc  .•  !■  'ol.  ,i  c;,:\    t  k'  -  i  'n. 

SIic  \\(.  at  a  a  1,1  loNl  her  -;oi  _\   to  ilu-  piic-l  ; 

She  \\e(»:.  and  boronvcd  nione\-  ot  the  l)ea>t. 
She  told  me  >he  would  .u'o:   June  leli  in^in  June. 

1.  left  m  hmbo;   >he  to  tronl  tlie  elale 

Cuck()ld\-  l.iwver  m  ihe  L   .    .   .    S   .  .   .   S   .   . 
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THE  FORTV-NIXTH  DAY 

"  Let  me  twinr 
Mine  arms  about  that  h'.dy. 
C<jriol;uui-. 

I  Stole  her  money,  even  then  to  pro\  e 

She  had  no  wings  to  fly  with:  but  I  knew 
Wiiat  to  her  hateful  duty  there  was  due. 
And  how  the  hateful  system  stank  thereof: 

I  lot  her  ^o,  both  weeping^,  both  enough 

Heart-broken:  no  farewell  went  e\er  through  — 
Words  came  not:  only  ever:   "  I  love  you  !  " 
With  broken  kisses  and  stained  cheeks  of  love. 

So  ail  day  long  and  half  the  night  we  wandered 
Down  deep  lanes  and  in  gardens,  like  lost  souls. 
Strong  kisses  that  had  surfeited  a  score 

Of  earthly  bridals  in  an  hour  we  squandered ; 

And  tears  like  fire  and  looks  like  burning  coals 
Without  a  word  passed  on  for  eveimore. 
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THE   1  IK  riElH    DAY 

Sutlcilk.      "  If  1  flopait  iVr.in  thee  I  caniic>l  live. 

Marc;.n\l.  It  t  nic  hr.ir  Irom  thee. 

lor  \\  h'Tfsoe'er  \\)ou  aft  iii  tlii,-,  \s()rld'?  t^lobc 
I  ;i.i\c  an  Ir;-  that  -h.iU  lirni  ihee  Mut.' 

2  KiiT;  I  ienry  \'I. 

Ai  noon  she  sailed  tor  honic.  a  ueepin;4  bride 
Widowed  before  the  honeymoon  was  done. 
.\lwa\s  before  th<    ribinu;  of  the  sun 
I  swore  to  come  in  spirit  to  lier  side 

And  'le  like  lo\e;  and  ^he  ai  e\entid^ 

Swore  to  seek  nie  and  ;.;alher  one  by  one 
The  threads  of  labyrinthine  lo\e  new  spun, 
Cretiin  for  monstrous  shadows  ^erpent-eyed. 

So  the  last  kiss  passed  like  a  poison-pain, 

Knowini;  we  niii^ht  not  ever  kiss  again. 

Mad  tears  fell  fast:   "  Ne.xt  year!  '   in  cruel  di-ire^s 
^V'e  sobbed,  and  stretched  our  arms  out,  and  despaired. 

And— parted.     Out  the  brute-side  of  truth  tiared  ; 

'"Thank  God  I've  tinished  with  that  foolishness:'- 


II 


Ah  !  there  be  two  sides  to  all  shapes  of  truth  I 
I  might  indeed  go  back  to  bitter  toil, 
Prune  the  mind's  vine,  and  gather  in  the  spoil 
Rough-conquered  from  books, men,  fields,  without  ruth 

Pillaging  Nature,  pawning  strength  and  youth 
For  some  strange  guerdon  (or  its  counterfoil) 
Gainless  or  not-to-be-gained,  priestly  or  royal, 
Profane,  canaille — I  know  not,  in  good  sooth  ! 

I  might  do  this:  or  else  I  might  repose 

Wrapt  in  the  umed  leaves  of  my  love's  blown  rose, 

Seek  her  in  spirit,  and  commune,  and  wait 
Her  freedom  and  the  rapture  to  enclose 

In  my  own  house  her  beauty  intimate. 

I  am  a  fool,  tossing  a  coin  with  Fate. 


Ill 


l^  kne  iiuleed  eternal?    Otherwise 

I-?  e\olution  an  e'ernal  plan? 

Must  1  move  up    ard  in  the  stream  o{  Man, 

Ciod-ward  :   my  life  as  Christ  to  sarriricc, 
As  Buddha  to  repre^^-^  :  to  ,^ro\v  ^o  wi'^e, 

Space,  time  ^hall  lie  within  my  rin;<er-span  ? 

I  know  not  wh.irh  I  wish  :  either  I  can  ; 

Not  both,  unless  all  meditation  lies. 

I  am  not  sure:  if  love  as  j^reat  as  oui? 

May  not  be  God  to  part  of  us  at  least, 
Leaving-  the  Rest  to  tind  its  heit^hts  and  power;, 

In  other  spheres;  that,  niL;ht's  enamoured  priest; 
This,  on  the  lake  the  dewy  lotus-llowers 
That  lift  their  jewelled  hearts  toward  the  East. 
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AFTER 


Now,  when  the  sun  falls  in  the  dismal  sky 

And  no  light  leaps  beneath  the  plungin.14  ])ro\v, 
I  know  the  fullness  of  my  sorrow  now: — 
That  all  my  talk  and  laughter  was  a  lie; 

That  as  each  hour  widens  tlie  ^ulfs  that  sigh 

Between  us;  the  truth  scores  upon  my  brow 

Sigils  of  silence,  burns  in  me  the  vow 

"  I  love  you,  and  shall  love  you  till  I  die." 

Whether  next  year,  as  fondly  we  made  oath 
Shall  see  us  meet  at  least,  whether  as  wile 
I  shall  at  last  gather  the  whole  vow's  breach- 

Not  heaven  nor  hell  shall  break  our  solemn  troth. 
I  love  you,  and  shall  love  you  all  my  life. 
I  love  you,  and  shall  love  you  after  death. 
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